
_ The T x agedie 

rnatjfthis vvece a rule, hefliould be Gracious 
C<w- Why Madame, fo no doubt ife is. * 

<w. / hope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt 

. / could haue 

2liatihouldl»«enee4toLchtWme^S , _/ minc ‘ 

D»t. How my pretde YorkJZfIZf f en he d,d 

rint? ^ thy f3y > that m > r Vnclegrewfo'S ^ 
That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old . 

D»t. Why flic was dead ere thou vvert borne 

i«: a pZ^;%'XTyo1! : h ° ,ol / a, ‘- 

C4r. Here comes your fonnc T ord 1U Ftcr ® er ftt* 
What ncwes Lord Marques" L ° rdMar 9 u « Dorfer, 

,SV Hot foSTpriiwt “ £ "““ m ‘ t0 vrfoW. 

0«<. Who hath committed ,C"' P "• 

Dor , The mightie Dukes, Glocpftcr a nd R »• , 

C«r. For what offence/ ^Buckingham. 

VuT* r ‘f fu T 1e ? faIiIcan/hau ed,Tdofed- ' 

V Vhy.orforwhat thefe Nobles were coibSj ‘ 

h i l v ^nowne to me, my gracious Ladt ^ ' 

A}' mejfee the downefall ofourhoufe 
2"ne zygcrnow hath ceazd thegentle Hinde • 

Infulting tyrannie begins to ier, * 

Vpo n 



of Richard the third. 

Vpon the innocentand lawlefte Throane: • 

Welcome deftru£ion,death and maflafre. 

1 feeasina Mappetheendofalh 

Dfit . Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling dales, 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld i 
My husband loft his life to get the crowne. 

And often vpand down* my fonnes were toft. 

For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and lode, 

And being feated,and domeftickc broyles 
Cleane- ouerblown,themfelues thecoiujuerours, 

^/ake war vpo themfelues, blood againft blood, 

Selfeagainft felfe, O prepofterous 

And franticke outrage^nd thy damned fpleene, 

Or let me die tolcoke on death no more. 

C^ome,come,myboy,wc wilto Santtuary. 

DhU He goe along with you. 

£ht You hauenocaufc. 

Car ♦ My gracious Ladiejgo* 

And thither beare your treafure and your goods* 

For my part, lie refigne viito your Grace, 

The Seale 1 keepe,and fo betide to me, 

As well I tender you, and all ofy ours: * 

Come,/Ie conduft you to the fan&uarie. Exeunt 4 
The Trumpets found. Enter youg Prince jhe Dulses of 
Gloceft errand Buckingham^ Cardinal! 3 4 &c. (her, 

Buc. Welcome fweete Prince to London to ydur cham- 
G/o. Welcome deare cozen my thoughts foucraigne. 
7"he wearie way hath made you melancholy, 

Prin. No Vncle,but our croffes on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wearifome,and heauie: 

/want more Vncles here to welcome me. 

G/o 4 Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertueofyouryeercs* 
Hath not yet dined into the worlds deceit: 

Nor more can you diftinguifh ofa man, 

Then ofhis outward (hew, which God heknowes, 
Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncles which you want,were dangerous. 

Your Grace attended to their fugred words, 
Butlooktnoton thepoyfpn of their hearts : 

God 





